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6 How many bleed, 
By ſhameful variance betwixt Man and Man. 
How many pine in want, and dungeon glooms; 
“ Shut from the common air, and common uſe 
Of their own limbs.“ THoMsoN; 
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ADVERTISEMENT... 


| THE following. 83 were written by a BnirrsE 1 

MAN, while in priſon at Quixrxx, and were communicated 
to the Eprror by a Friend, who had kimſelf, been eighteen 
months a priſoner in France. The feelings alone, of the 
Reader, are appealed to for afcertaining their merit. But 
it is believed, that the Por xs of a BRITISsR SAILOR, writ- 
ten within that priſon which was the ſcene of ſo much di- 
ſtreſs to our captive countrymen, and in the midſt of thoſe 
miſeries which fo many have reaſon to deplore, will be 
_ eſteemed curious and intereſting. The Epirox has juſt to 
add, that a very few alterations only have been made from 
the copy communicated to him, which probably became 
neceſſary, merely from the incorrectneſs of the Wy 
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LAM EN TAT ION 


IN THE 


PRISON OF 9UIMPER. 


. 

An. BxrTalx's Guardian Genius, why 
Thus leave thy ſons ſo brave, 

To drop neglected and unwept 

Into the ſilent grave: 
To pine a. nid diſeaſe and want, 
On cruel Gal HA's ſhore, 

Till in Death's darkeſt night yy fal, 
They fall, to riſe no more? 


II. 
Ahl ſee the ſons of NzvToNE, bold, 
For valour long renown'd, 
Lie helpleſs as the new born babe 
Upon the cold hard ground: 
Who, tho' they've fac'd the battle's rage, 


And ſeas, and tempeſts wild, 


Are doom'd, alas! at laſt to be 
By cruel uſage, foil'd. 


III. 


Ohl many a father's tender heart, 


And many a mother's too, 
And many a widow'd helpleſs wife, 
Shall Qurzeeex's Priſon rue; 


| ET - 

For many a youth, of promis'd bloom, 
And many a huſband dear, | __ + 
Far, far, from BzxiTain's friendly ſhore, 
Died friendleſs victans here. 


IV. 
'Three thouſand men were in its walls, 
Once active, ſtout, and well, 
But ere three months were paſt and gone, 
Full fifteen hundred fell; 
Whilſt, with dejected downcaſt eyes, 
Weak, languid, ſtarv'd, and pale, 
The ſad ſurvivor's ſcarce had ſtrength. 
To tell the mournſ ul tale. 


1 V. 
Whilſt life's warm blood flows through a veins 
And grief affords a tear, | 
Still ſhall I weep thoſe hapleſs ſcenes 441 
Which I have witneſs'd here. 
Whilſt one idea laſts, and ſenſe 
Of wrong, my heart can ſwell MY) 
Pi ne'er forget that land in which 
My gallant comrades fell. 


THE SCENE OF WOE. 


I. 


I TELL of QuimrzR's gloomy walls, NF 
In GaLLIA's deſolated land, 5 
Where many a BRIT oN“ Y ſpirit calls 

For vengeance on che unfeeling band, 


* 
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Where Ex LAN's nobleſt, deinen * 


Was baſely trampled by the foe: N 
What eye out wept, what heart but 8d, 
To ſee ſo deep a ſcene of woe. 


II. 8 
There, many a youth who ev'ry clime 
Had rang'd, and battle's dangers prov'd, 
Droop'd, like the freſh roſe in its prime 
Tranſplanted from the ſoil it lov' d, 
Unpitied pin'd, unpitied died, 
Unpitied doom'd to earth to go: — 


What eye but wept, what heart but ligh'd, 


To ſce ſo deep a ſcene of woe. 


III. 


There, void of honour's ſacred tie, 


Or of the feeling heart's reproach, N 


They view' d, unmoy'd, the victims die; 
Unmov'd, beheld their pangs approach, 
Unmov'd, beheld them ſide by ſide 
Expos'd to the rude blaſts that blow: | 
What eye but wept, what heart but fightd, 
To ſee ſo deep a ſcene of woe. 


There, long the pale ſurviving few, 
The ſaddeſt garb of ſorrow wore, | 
Whilſt round them noxious vapours flew, 


And cold and hanger pierc'd them ſore, - 


The calls of nature unſupply'd, 
To dogs and carrion forc'd to go: A; 
What eye but wept, what heart-but. agb'd, HY, 


To ſee ſo deep a ſcene of Wage mn! nl eee 
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1 
THE. CARTEL... 


Tune—Mzry's Dream. 
Lone had the victims pale, of war, 
With ſtruggles hard, keen hunger born, 
And many a gallant BIT ISAR Tar 
Had been from life's bright precincts torn, 
| When came the long expected day, 
On which, whilſt round the tidings flee, 
5 Divine BI TANxIA ſeem'd to far, 
_ My ſons ſhall weep no more for me.“ 


x L056, 
"The meagre, pallid check df woe, 
Mark'd with the traces of deſpair, 
| Receives once more HzarTn's roſy glow, 
And happineſs fits ſmiling there: — 
Whilſt, oh! how ſweet, he hopes to hear 
Full ſoon, from pain, from ſorrow free, 
The part'ner of his boſom dear, 
Say, © How I've wept and mourn'd for thee.” 


When to his longing eyes appears 

Ihe chalky cliffs of BxiTain's ſhore, 

Ah! how his trembling boſom fears 

To find his love is true no more; * 

But how he'll bleſs the happy day, 

When, in his arms, from danger free, 

He hears her, fraught with tranſpart, ſay, 
Ah! how I've wept and mourn'd for thee,” 
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| IV. 
No more en Gi 4 foes 
Shall ſhare him out his portion ſcant, 
No more ſhall rob him of repoſe d 
With inſults keen, and pining want: 
Heed not the frequent briny tear 8 
Thou'lt ſhed, my Friend, Hg thouꝰ lt fon” 
Theſe ſavage foes within thy pow'r,— 
No“ never may they weep. like thee.'” 


CART Gs V. 
Oft, as the jovial bowl goes-round, 
Amid the ſweets of feſtive cheer, 
Sad, ſhalt thou tell of thoſe who fell, 
And ſpare their penſive ſhades a tear: 
Which, hov'ring, ſtill o'er the lov'd clime;, 
Muſt mourn their fatewas ere to be 
Murder'd on GaLLia's ſavageſhore,  — 
O Br1TAiN! in captivity... 
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on THE DEPARTURE OF, THE NIGHTINGALE« _ 
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- SwrEr poet of the woods. a long adieu! 
Fare wel, foft minſtrel of the early year! 
Ah! twill be long ere thou ſhalt ſing anew, 
en Pen OF mai on * the night's dll xr.” 
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I 8 28 
Whether on Spring thy wandering flights mit. 
Or whether filent in our groves you dwell, 
The penſive muſe ſhall own thee for her mate, 
And ſtill protect the ſong, ſhe loves fo well. 
With cautious ſtep, the love- lorn youth ſhall glide 
Thro' the lone brake that ſhades thy moſly neſt; 
| And ſhepherd girls, from eyes profane ſhall hide 
The gentle bird, who ſings of pity beſt: 
For ſtill thy voice ſhall ſoft affections move, 
And ſtill be dear to ſorrow, and to love! 


SONNE T. 


TO SPRING. 


4 4 g 


| AAN the wood, and long-withdrawing vale, 
In many a tint of tender green are dreſt, 
Where the young leaves unfolding, fcarce coneeal 
| Beneath their carly ſhade, the half-form'd neſt 
Of finch or wood-lark; and the primroſe pale, 
| And laviſh cowllip, wildly ſcatter'd round, 
28 Give their ſweet ſpirits to the ſighing gale, 
Bow ſeaſon of delight — could aught be found > 
- To ſoothe 4while the tortur'd boſom's pain, 
Of Sorrows rankling ſhaft to cure the wound, 
And bring life's firſt deluſions onee again, 
Twere ſurely meet in thee thy proſpect 57 


I. Thy ſounds of harmony, thy balmy air, | 
i Have power to cure all fadneſs—biit deſpair- 
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